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manner, at the usual prices.
'Ottawa is the scat of justice vf La Salle

county; is situated at the junction of the Fox river
with the Illinois, 290 miles, by water, from Saint
Louis, anil mid-wa- y brtwceii Chicago and Peoria,
The population of Ottawa is about one thousand,
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From the Charleston Count".

MFE AX1 m-ATII- fckrlrb

BY THK UTI MISS II. C. ALIEX.

" I am conlrnt to die, but th ! not no.v.''
Eva was young, beautiful, and belov-

ed. Her happy heart vibrated with af-

fection and hope. Site had never tasted
the bitter portion of mortal suffering.
No cloud had ever cast a shadow oil her
nor chilled the full stream of her ardent
feelings. She was a being that sccined
scarcely "of the earth, earthly." Her
intelligent eye wag lighted with a beam
more bright than nature is wont to shed

and oh, how lovely was its brightness
when bedewed and softened by the tear
awakened, when a tale of sorrow reach-
ed her car !

Eva was the first born of her doating
parents, and an only daughter. Hut ne-

ver did.she exercise the" prerogatives, that
their fondness vouchsafed her, with aught
but gentleness, towaris her young broth-
ers, whose highest pleasure was to gather
for their sweet sister the flowers of their
own little gardens, to deck her hair, and
to pour thair -- simple troubles into her
sympathizing bosom.

How proudly did her fond father look
on his beautiful and gentc girl, when
returning from his avocations abroad, to
his quiet threshold, the first smile and
accents that welcomed him were thotc of
his Eva.

It was a starlight evening, and the air of
spring, scented with the fragrance of
young flowers, played lightly with the
flowing ringlets of the laughing girl, who
was carolling a pleasant lay, in the buoy-
ancy of her innocent spirit

Suddenly a gentle but pensive thought
(for all her thoughts were gentle,) came
over her spirit. It was a tho't of death.
Strange that in a scene so lovely, and in
a breast so little used to sadness, the un-

hidden reflection should find room. Hut
it came like a shadow flung from the
darkening future. "To die !" she mur-

mured, "to pass away from these pleas-

ant and familiar things, to he laid in a
clay cold tomb, where my mother's kind
voics will ba heard no more, and my lit-

tle brother's merry shout shall never
come, and my father's kiss shall never be
impressed on my cheek, while calling mc
his dear, dear Eva ! How delicious is
this moonlight view how pure and fresh
this blessed air how freely does my
heart beat how briskly does life run in

my veins? O! I trust it may not be my
lot to die, while yet if is so sweet to
live!"

'The maiden heaved a light sigh, she
knew' not wherefore. It was an unfa-

miliar effusion of her young breast. A
wild vine had, by her own hand been
trained around her chamber window, and
she rested her wet cheek, (for she had
wept in the fulness of her emotion,) on
the leafy pillow, that a few intruding
branches had luxuriantly spread.

The balmy stillness of the evening
hushed her to slumber. How long she
slept she knew not, but when she awoke
she felt her blood chilled, and a morbid
sensation run through her slight frame.
The morning found her feverish and ill,
and. a lingering though not violent sick-

ness ensued. Weeks passed languidly
away, and Eva was changed. Not chang-
ed in sweetness and tenderness, scarce
changed in beauty yet she was not now
found at the streamlet s bank, tending the
tottering steps of her mother's infant, that

. had just learned to swell the shout of the
elder boys, when launching their fairy

!boat into the sparkling stream. Her
tame deer frolicked no more with the
bounding nymph, on the green sward at
her mother's parlor door. Her guitar
lav unheeded with its loosened cords,
just where her hand resigned it on that

eveningthe last which ever heard the

sweet voice tuned to melody.
Mobths passed on. The winter came

with its rfoidi anrl TJ.P?'!

whispers, lest their once welcome glee
might pain the sick girl's feeble nerves

Spring came again in its loveliness,
but it brought no roses to Eva's blight
ed cheek. The calm of resignation sat
on her pale brow -- but sometimes would
the memory of the past come with its
sunshine and its summer beauty, and she
would say in her soft sweet way, "Moth
er, think you not that I could lean on
father's arm, and walk quite gently to
the fountain's side once more, where the
jassomine used to bloom so ireshly
Surely I ain better, mother do 1 not
look better?"

Her parents turned away to hide their
tears, for the dim eye and colorless lip,
betokened life's swift "passing away"

Ere summer's hues had changed to
those of autumn, the fearful and dread
trial came, that was to wring the heart's
deepest and best affections, and Crush
one of the dearest and fairest flowers
that ever bloomed on earth's ungcnial
oil. "Mother, I think that I atu dy

ing, tlte pale gin saul. "rather, 1

must leave you, but ).u will come to me,
ough I shall never, never return to

you. Once did 1 weep and pray that 1

might not thus early depart ; but now 1

am content to die, for Heaven is a bles
sed place, and the less I have of earth,
the earlier I shall be there. Farewell,
my kind brothers, you have long watched
my dying pillow, with tenderest, truest
love. Where we shall meet again, 'there
shall be no more death.' "

And she sank to sleep, the sleep of
the grave, as soft as an infant to its light
slumber on its mother's bosom. Who
shall paint the scenes of the sad home she
eft behind.

TSiii-i- niid hi Highlit lid .U;ry
Wc extract the following interesting

article from the Montreal Herald
"We had in our possession on Satur

day the identital pair of bibles presented
by the immortal Burns to the dearest ob
ject of. his aflectionfl,-JiGj- ii iuv.
on the banks of the winding Ayr, when
he spent with her "one day of parting
love." They ore in remarkably good
preservation, and belong to a descendant
of the family of Mary's mother, Mrs.
Campbell, whose property they became
on the death of her daughter, and subse-

quently Mrs. Anderson, Mary's only Bur--

viving sister, acquired them. The cir
cumstance of the bible being in two vol-

umes, seemed at one time to threaten its
dismemberment, Mrs. Anderson having
presented a volume to each of her two
daughters ; but on their approaching mar- -

their brother William prevailed on
them to dispose of the sacred volumes to
him. On the first blank leaf of the first
volume is written, in the hand writing of
the immortal bard, "jlnd ye shall not
sivcur oy my name Jalsety l am tne
Lord. Levit. 19. chap. 2th verse;" and
on the corresponding leaf of the second
volume, "Thou shall not forswear thy- -

self, but shall perform unto the Lord
thine oath. Matth. 5th ch. 33d verse."
On the second blank leaf of each volume,
there are the remains of "Robert Rums,
Massigicl" in his hand writing, beneath
which i3 drawn a masonic emblem. At
the end of the first volume there is a lock
of Highland Mary's hair.

There is a mournful interest attached
to these sacred volumes sacred from
their contents, and sacred from their hav-

ing been a pledge of love from the most
gifted of Scotland s bards to the artless
object of his affections, from whom he
was separating, no more to meet on this
side of the grave. The life of Burns was
full of .romance, but there is not one cir
cumstance in it so romantic and full of
interest, as those which attended and fol

lowed the gifts of these volumes. He
was young when he wooed and won the
affections of Mary, whom he describes as

"a warmhearted charming young creature
as ever blessed a man with generous
love." The attachment was mutual, and
forms the subject of many of his earlier
lyrics, as well as of the productions of
his later years, which shows that it was
very deeprootcd. Before he was known
to fame, steeped in poverty to the very
dregs, and meditating an escape tn the
West Indies from the remorseless langs
of a hard-heart- ed creditor, he addressed to
his "dear girl" tho song which begin

"Will ye go to the Indies, my Mary,

And leave ould Scotin's shore,

Will you go to the Indies, my Mary,

And cross the Atlontic's roar V
But neither Burns nor his Mary were

doomed "to cross the Atlantic's roar," nor
to realize those dreams of mutual bliss,
which passion or enthusiasm had engen
tered in their youthful imaginations.
Burns was called to Edinburg, there to
commence Jtia career of fame, which was
to terminate in chill poverty, dreary dis
appointment and dark despair while Ma
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to abetter and happier world. Her death!
ctlind n erwlnnca nvov two vtrlistla fninrA HfVruuuvuo VIVt Alio U llUlb UlUtC AUUf

and a spirit of subdued grief and tender
ness was uispiayeu wnenever she was
the subject of his conversation or wri
tings. Witness as follows ;

"'e hanks and braes and streams around
. Tho castlo 0' Montgomrie,
Green be your woods, and fair your flowers,

Your waters never drumlie;
There simmer first unfolds her rohes.

And there they langcj tarry,
For there I took my last farewell

0' my sweet Hieland Mary !"
In a note appended to this song, Burni

says : " This was a composition of mine
in my early life, before I was known t

all to the world. My Highland lassrfe

was a warm hearted charming youhg
creature as ever blessed a man with gen- -

erous love. Alter a pretty lonir trial of
the most ardent reciprocal affection, we
met by appointment on the second Sun
day in May, in a sequestered spot on the
banks of the Ayr, where we spent a day
in taking a farewell before we should tm- -

bark for the West Highlands, to arrange
matters among her friends for our project-
ed change of life. At tho close of the
autumn following, she crossed the sea to
meet me at Clrecnock; where she was
seized with a malignant fever which hur-
ried my dear girl to the grave in a few
days, before I could even hear of her
illness."

It was at this romantic and interesting
meeting on the banks of the Ayr, that the
bibles before us were presented to Mary ;

and he must have a heart of stone indeed
who can gaze on them without his ima-

gination calling up feelings in his bosom
too big for utteranc&.'iOn that spot they
exchanged bibles, " Vhtcd their fai;h
to each other, thc Jh dividing them,
and the sacred bookssped by both over
its purling waters. This was the only
token of affection each had to give the
other, and the wealth of the Indies could
not have procured a ' better nr moro ap-
propriate one.

In Loekhart's life of Burns we arc in-

formed that several years after the death
of Mary, on the anniversary of the day
which brought him the melancholy intel
ligence, he appeared, as the twilight ad--

anccd, (in the language of his widow,)
very sad about something;" and though

the evening was a cold and keen oncin
September, he wandered into the barn-

yard, from which the entreaties of his
wife could not, for some time, recall him.
To these entreaties he always promised
obedience, but these promises were but
the 'vt -- '.indncsscs of affection, no sooner
made than forgotten, for his eye was
fixed on heaven, and his unceasing stride
indicated that his heart was also there.
Mrs. Burn's last approach to the barnyard
found him stretched on a mass of straw.
ooking abstracted!' on a planet which,

in a clear starry sky, "shone like another
moont and having prevailed on him to
return into the house, instantly wrote, ai
they stand, the following sublime vcrscj,
Io Mary in Heaven? which have thril- -

ed through many breasts, and drawn
tears from many eyes, and which will
ive the noblest of the lyrics of Burns

while sublimity and pathos have a re-

sponding charm in the hearts of Scots
men :

TO .11, uv ix iieavi:.
Thou lingering star, with less'ninjj ray

That lov'iit to greet th? early morn,
Again tlinu ushcr'st in the day

My Mary from my soul wus torn.

O Mary ! dear depnrted shade !

Where is thy place of Mii.nful rest ?

Peext thou thy lover low ly laid !

ITcnro.it thou the groans that rend bin breast 1

That sacred hour can I forget 1

Can I forget the hallow'd grove,
Where by tho winding Ayr we tnt,

To live ono day of parting love 1

Eternity will not efface

These records dear of transport past ;

Thy imago at our lattt embrace ;

Ah ! little thought wc 'twas our la1 I

Ayr gurgling kissed bis pebbled shop',

i rrtiung will! wild woods, thick mug green j

The fragrant birch, and hawthorn ho ir,
Twin'd am'rous routid the raptur'd scene,

Tho flowers sprang wnatn to be prriwcd.
The birds sang lovo on every spray,

Till soon, toowton, the glowing west
1'roclaiin'd the speed of the winged day.

Still o'er ihcsc scenes my rnrm'ry wakes,
And fondly broods with miner care!

Tiuio but the impression deeper makes,

As streams their channels deeper wear.

My Mary, dear departed shude ! '

Where in thy blisnful place of root 1

ccst thou thy lover low ly luid ?
(

Heur'at thou the groans thai rend his breast 1

Tho Bible is, as we sa'rd before, the
property of a descendant of Mrs. Camp'
bell, the mother of Mary, who lives in
-- -

" ' -t

invaluable heirloom to this city for the
purpose of disposing of it. Of its genu
inencss we have not the slightest doubt,
is we have, times without number, seen
riginal letters Jrom Burns, and the wri-tn- g

on the Bible corresponds exactly
with that on the letters we have seen.
It is to be deplored that stern necessity
should decree the separation of such a
tribute of the affection of one of the nob-
lest of hearts that ever graced humanity,
from the family of the darling Object of
that affection, and that the token of an
attachment which almost ennobled the
family of Mary Campbell, must fall into
the hands of a stranger ; but since such
must be the case, we hope the Natural
History Society will not allow such a
valuable relic to become private property.
H e have merely to add that we will be
happy to negotiate with any parties who
may feel inclined to purchase the Bible."

Ulnjcalt of the I.nw.
The following beautiful eulogy, on "the

aw," is extracted from an article in the
Southern Literary Messenger:

flic spirit oi the law is all equity and
justice. In a government based on true
principles, the law is a sole sovereign of

nation. . It watches over its subjects In
their business, in their recreation, and in
their sleep. It guards their fortunes, their
ives, and their honors. In the broad

noonday, and the dark midnight, it minis-
ters to their security. It watches over
the ship of the merchant, though a thou-

sand leagues intervene ; over the seed of
the husbandman, abandoned for the sea-

son to the earth, over the studies of the
student, the labors of the mechanic, the
opinions of every man. None arc high
enough to offend with impunity none so
ow that it scorns to protect them. It is

throned villi the king, and sits in thg

scat of the republican magistrate ; but it
also hovers over the couch of the lovely,
and stands sentinel at the prison, scrupu-
lously preserving to the 'felon whatever
rights tre-ha- s not forfeited.'"' The" light of
the law illuminates the palace and the
hovel, and surrounds the cradl; and beir.
The strength of tho law laudis kicked- -

ncss to scorn, and spurns the intrench-mcnt- s

of iniquity. The power of the
law crushes the power of man, and strips
wealth of unrighteous immunity. It is
the thread of Damlalus, to guide us through
the labyrinth of cunning. It is the spear
of Ithuricl, to detect falsehood and deccjt.
It is the faith of the martyr, to shield us
from the lire of persecution ; it is the
good man's reliance ; the wicked one's
dread ; the bulwarks of piety, the uphol-
der of morality, the guardian of right, the
distributor of justice. Its power is irre-
sistible; its dominion indisputable. It is
above and around us ; within us ; we
cannot fly from its protection ; we cannot
avert its vengeance.

Such is the law in its essence ; Mich it
should be in its enactments ; such, loo, it

iwould be, if none aspired to its admini
stration but those with pure hearts, en- -

larged views, and cultivated minds."

l'ali of St. Anlhon An lnitinii Dnnrr.
Extractfrom a huhs 'Journal of a trip

to the rails of'St. .7ioii.'
After we came on board the boat, we

Heard the Indians in their war dance.
Captain F. got them to dance by giving
tlirm some flour and pork. There were
abjut three hundred of them, including
sqjaws, and about thirty danced, who
threw off their blankets and appeared with
ther bodies painted lead color. Their
leads were decorated with a number of

feathers, one kind of which thay wear
when they .have taken a scalp, having a
featlier for each one. At intervals one
of the warriors would enter tho circle and
rchte the daring deedof cou-s- e I could
not; understand what they said, as they
spike in their own language. hen one
spoke the rest applauded loudly. They
danced to the sound of nn instrument si
milar to a drum. It was made of a keg,
oic end being covered with a piece of
parchment on this they heat with sticks
rounded at the ends. They sang all the
while, keeping such times as would asto-
nish some of our ball room ladies. At ihc
conclusion of each dance, they gave the
Mr-whoo- p, and such hideous yells I ne
vet heard before their dancing and mu
sic are monstrous indeed. Some of them
had small looking glasses suspended around
their waists, which glittered in the sun as
they danced. 1 hey were all slightly but
elegantly made, their hand and feet sinal

grace and dignity were in every move
ment. I noticed one child about three
years old who folded a piece f check
(which ho had instead of n blanket) around
his form viith grace that appeared to be
instinctive One Indian had his f.ico as
black as hd could paint it, being in mourn
nig lor iiid squaw. 1 tie scene was one
fit fo rl1, wni; Infj" kH'lU lbnj''l!'--

leaning on their muskets, the squaws in
meir canoes, the sentinel parading on the
bank, tho wigwams in the distance, the
w line men mingled with the red ones of
the lorest all formed a striking picture. I
gazed at the Indians and listened to their
yell, and could think of nothing but do
mons, so wild was their appearance, and
so unearthly their cries.

Troin the New York Sun.
m wi

Timothy Truesdell is the name we
shall assign to a very worthy, thriving,

iiiuuouiuin ijiinmiiii; UI ilVff 1 OTK,

who was a Durtnen io himselt, a curse to
his family, and a nuisance to society at
large ; in 6hort, one of the most shame
less and abandoned drunkards that ever
took tho measure of an unmade grave in
a (..otham gutter, lie was not weaned
from his degrading propensity by the
temperance, or the tract, or any other so-

ciety. Their logic was labor lost on
rim, who would have uncorked the bot
tle amidst the quakings and thunders of
Mount Sitnai, and drained it by the cra
ter of exploding Vesuvius. It was wo
man s love that cured him, and all women
may get a just idea of their own nnpor- -
tanto in oovicly Auiil Ilia oiui v

Though he had a wife and five beauti
ful children, Tim seemed to be uncon-
scious of the fact. He neglected his work,
squandered his earnings, which daily
grew smaller and smaller, and spent his
time at the pot house, till the high pros-
tration of his faculties, or the distasteful
word, "No more trust !" warned him to
seek the shelter of his wife's care and
protection. His children could not go to
school, because learning was dear and
rum was cheap ; the landlord dunned for
ihe rent, and Airs. Truesdell was obliged
to keep the house, because she had no
dress lo appear abroad in, having pawned
the last for a fine imposed on her spouse
by the police court. Misery, under des-

titution and famine, stared the unhappy
family in the face. It is impossible to
exaggerate the picture, even had we room
and inclination.

Mrs. T. was a heroine, though not of
romance. She loved her worthless hus-

band, and had borne his neglect, the
tears of his children, the gripe of famine,
and the raiting ol the drunkard, without
repining. Never had her exertions slack-

ened : never had a harsh word passed her
lips. At night, when m'ic put bur chil-

dren to sleep, she wept and watched for
us coming, and when he did come,

drunk, as usual, she undressed and assis
ted him to bed without a murmur of

At last her courage well nigh
exhausted, and she resolved upon one
ast desperate effort.

At night, having disposed of her three
oldest children, she took her two young- -

st by the hand and bent her steps to the
groggcry her husband was accustomed to
frequent. She looked into the window,
and there he sat, in the midst of his boon
companions, with his pipe in his mouth
and his glass in his hand. He was evi
dently excited, though not yet drunk.
Great was ihe astonihhmcnt of that bad
company, and enormous Mr. Trucsdell's
dismay and confusion, when his wife,
pale as marble, and two lattcred
and barefooted babes, stepped up to the
bar, called for three glasses of brandy
toddy and then set down by his side.

"What the devil brings you here, Ma-

ry ?" said he morosely.
"It is very lonesome at home, mid your

business seldom allows..... you to be there,
rcpncii ine wile. " i Here is no compa
ny like yours, and as you cannot come to
me I must come to you. I have a right
to share your pleasures as well as your
sorrows.

"But to come to such a place as this !"
expostulated Tim.

"No place can be improper whero my
Hisbaud U," said poor Marv. "Whom
God hath joined together let not man put
asunder!" She took up the glass of al

cohol.
Surely, you are not going to drink

that ?" asked Tim in huge astoniHh- -

nient.
Why not I you say that you drink to

forget sorrow, and if brandy has that ef-

fect, I am sure no living creature has so
rrrmrl nn excuse fur drinking..as 1. Be
'1 i

Miles, i nave not raien a mouumil
and I really need something to support
my strength.

rwoman, woman : yp-.- i are not goinc;
to give the children such sltifl as iliai ?"
cried Iimf as she handed each of the
children a class of liquor.

"Why not! can children have a heller
example than their father's ?

, Is not what
is good for him good for them also? It
will put them to sleep, and ihey will i'or

get that they are cold and hungry. Drink,
my cniiutent th.s is lire and bed, and

. NUMBER 22.

ed her husband to conduct her home,
nnd that night he prayed long and fer

"

vently, which he had not done before for
years.

The next evening as, O miracle ! he
relumed homeward with a steady step, he
saw his oldest boy run into the house,
and heard him exclaim, "O mother ! here
comes father, and he is sot drunk !"

ears coursed down the penitent's cheek.
.mu. from .uinthmr i, fins ni( astrong drink. He Iias never oeeii Vjcjous"
or unfeeling, and, as soon as his emanci-
pation from the thraldrom of a debasing
appetite became known, friends, employ-
ment and prosperity returned to him.
As for Mrs. Truesdell, she is the hap--;
piest of women, and never thinks without
pride of her first and last visit to the
dram shop.

A Tbrilllug Mary.
A thrilling story is going the rounds of

the papers, taken from the Naval and Mi-

litary Magazine, which, stripped of alt
embellishment, is to the following purport:
On the day of the lc battle
of Waterloo, Captain Walter Leslie's
young bride, Helen, with feelings more
CIPV to tntnarillA than '1errili uli k...
scat at a window overlooking the field of
dreadful conflict; but being within reach
of random shot, she, with the other in--
mates, retired to a barn as a place Of safe-

ty, and there remained in anxious sus-
pense, during the whole day.- Some lime
in the night, Captain Bryan was brought
to the barn, badly wounded. Helen, with
the necessaries which her forebodings had
suggested, tenderly dressed young Bryan's
wounds, and after his revival, ventured to
enquire after her Walter. Bryan's eva-
sive answer but too fatally portended the
worst. She begged him to tell her the
circumstances, for she knew her husband
was dead. Bryan then stated that, just
before going into action, Captain Leslie
thrust a small bible in his bosom, charging
him that if he fell in action, faithfully to
deliver the sacred relic to his boloved He---'

lcn. But few moments elapsed before he
did fall. After learning from Bryan the
spot at which Walter fell, she went alone
in the night, lantern in hat hand, into the ,

field of tha tlead and dying, the plunging
of Mounded horses and other frightful,
sight!, in search of the remains of her be-- "
loved. On ihe point of returning in des
pair of finding the object of her anxious
search among such a mass of carnage, her
attention was drawn to an outstrrtched
hand, on which was found the well known
ring of her husband, who was partly bu-

ried beneath a pile of other bodies. While
alone engaged in the release of tho object
of hear affection, two soldiers, sent by
Capt. Bryan, came to her assistance, and
bore "Ancestor's dear remains" to the'
same room with the wounded Captain.- -

The surgeon, npplvinir the plans to the
lips of Leslie, declared that he yet lived.-Th-

shock of joy was too great for thede
licate system of Helen; one vacant stare, '

and hu fell lifeless to the floor j several
hours being pent in restoring her to her ;

sensibility, and the embrace of her fond
Walter. The small bible was presented
to Leslie by Helen on their wedding day f
neither of them dreaming that the holy
book was lo be the salvation of the CapJ
tain's temporal life. The ball had spent

'its force in the folds of the bible, which ij
now religiously preserved in the family
as a perpetual memorial of that extraordi--"
nary providence.

fndlnn Mpcratltta.
Near Fort Leavenworth, in Piatt coun-

ty, Missouri, is the gravo of a distinguish- - .
cd Tottaw-.tami- e chief, the editor of the
Hannibal Monitor has often seen members
of the tribe standing in sad silence before ,

it. In ihe long summer nights, from
night-fal- l lo day-brea- k, a bird VakoOW
except by song to the woodman, pouri" :

out a inelom-hol- elrain of music. The
Indians sin- - it is the "spirit bin!." hang--"

iirg cn er the tomb of the chieftain.

Irl--h Wit.
A genuine "son of the sod" came into

our office the other day, and asked the

told him, the price would be one dollar
for three insertions, and one dollar and ,

seventy-liv- e cents for six.; "A dollar,' f'

fuid he, scratching his pate, "for the first
three timer., and three quarters for the Just,
three; well thin, my darlin, faith'" an'
we'll have it in the last three." AVw t

York Sun. '

The census takers find gretit difficulty
in nscertaining tho-age- s "of lhcjrt6,a
large majority of I hem being only tixttiM
In ww family in a neighboring state thr'j
were fMiiut to be twelve girls beJte f ins

.... .- - j - - i - " j-
-


